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** Now are you satisfied?" he asked.

"More than satisfied, and happy. Oh, I am
so happy." She stopped suddenly. "What do
I call you?"

" I think you'd better call me just Charles."

She asked, " You don't feel that it is a bit too
familiar?" and smiled.

"Of course not. You couldn't call me 'Mr./
and * Uncle * is stupid. I think if you just call me
Charles."

" Fd like to," she replied, and said it over and
over again to herself.

She went back to the convent radiantly happy.
She went into the dormitory with the other girls
and curled herself up in bed. The stars came
out and stared in at the uncurtained windows.
At half-past nine a nun came in to stop all talk-
ing. So all through the years a nun had always
come in at the same hour, walking like a ghost,
her hands in her long sleeves, her head a little
bowed as though with the weight of her veil.

At Clifton no nun would pass through the
dormitory. It would not be a dormitory at all.
It was goodbye to all this. " Oh? I'm happy/* she
thought as she fell asleep. She could not believe
that so much which was wonderful was going to
happen to her.